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Address: M?8 Tennyson | Faringford j Isle of Wight.  Postmark: LONDON
DE 15 59.  Hitherto unpublished.

Pathological Society of London.
53, Berners Street.

36 Onslow Sq* S. W. Ded 15.
My dear M*5 Tennyson.

Hip Hip Hurray. Our number is gone to press8* but the poem
will be still more welcome for February,8s for a reason w^ I wonder
whether Alfred will guess when he buys (as I trust he will do)
No i of the Cornhill Magazine. I am so glad he has thought of

82 It was successful beyond Thackeray's most sanguine expectations.   "The
announcement by his publishers/' writes Fields (Yesterdays with Authors, pp.
30-31), "that a sale of a hundred and ten thousand of the first number had
been reached made the editor half delirious with joy, and he ran away to
Paris to be rid of the excitement for a few days.  I met him by appointment
at his hotel in the Rue de la Paix, and found him wild with exultation and
full of enthusiasm for excellent George Smith, his publisher. 'London,' he
exclaimed, 'is not big enough to contain me now, and I am obliged to add
Paris to my residence!   Great heavens,' said he, throwing up his long arms,
'where will this tremendous circulation stop!   Who knows but that I shall
have to add Vienna and Rome to my whereabouts?   If the worst comes to
the worst, New York, also, may fall into my clutches, and only the Rocky
Mountains may be able to stop my progress!'  Those days in Paris with him
were simply tremendous.  We dined at all possible and impossible places to-
gether. We walked round and round the glittering court of the Palais Royal,
gazing in at the windows of the jewellers' shops, and all my efforts were
necessary to restrain him from rushing in and ordering a pocketful of diamonds
and 'other trifles', as he called them; 'for,' said he, 'how can I spend the
princely income which Smith allows me for editing the Cornhill, unless I begin
instantly somewhere?'   If he saw a group of three or four persons talking
together in an excited way, after the manner of that then riant Parisian
people, he would whisper to me with immense gesticulation: 'There, there,
you see the news has reached Paris, and perhaps the number has gone up
since my last accounts from London.'  His spirits during those few days were
colossal, and he told me that he found it impossible to sleep, 'for counting up
his subscribers.' "

83 Tennyson's "Tithonus" duly appeared in The Cornhill Magazine for
February, i860, pp. 175-176.